

7 be bijlory 

As vs edged with a figh would riuein twaine, 

Le-aft Bettor oi' my father fhoulci perceiue mee.* 

I haue (as when the Sunne doth light a fcornc) 

Buried this figh in wrinele ofafinyle, 

But forrow that is couchtm fieeming gladnefle, 

Is like that mirth fateturnes tofuddaincfadncffe. 

P^K.-Andher haire were not fome-what darkei then B. U 
fe,wcll goto .there were no more companion betweene 
the women bu for my part die is my kinfwoman , l would 
not as they tcarmeit pratfc her , but I would lorn-body had 
heard her talke yeftcr-day as I did, I will not difpraifeyoup 
fifter Qajfandras wit, but — — — 

Troy . Oh Vandarus 1 tell theeP andarus. 

When I do tell thee there my hopes licdrown’d 
Reply not in how many fadomes deepe, 

1 hey lie indrer ch’d,I tell thee I am madder. 

In C reffids !oue .^thou anfwetft diets fairs, 

Powreti in the open vlcer of my heart.* 

Her eyes, her haire herchecke,heigate,her voice, 

Handled in thy difcomi'esO chat her hand 1 

In whofe companion all whites are ynke 
Writing their owne reprochjto whofe foft feifure. 

The cignets downe is hard>,andfpiiic of fence: 

Hard as th: palme of plow-man;this thou telftme, 

As true thou telft me. when I lay I loucher. 

But faying thus in deed ofoyleand balme, 

Thou layff in euery gafh that loue hath giuen mee 
The knife that made it. 

P an: I fpeake no more then truth, 

T’oy- Thou doft not fpeake fo much. 

Van: Faith 11 e-not meddlein it, let her bee as dice is,iffhe 
bee faire tis the better for her, and dice bee not,lhe has the 
mends in her owne hands. 

Troy. Good Vandarus. how now Vandarus^ 

P an: I hauehad my labc ur fer mytrauell , ill thought on 
of her,and-iil thought of you , gon betweeneand betweene, 
but final 1 thanks for my labour. 
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Troy . What artthou angry Vandarus ? what with me? 







ofTroylus and Crejfeida. 

Van. B'Caufe Hi; e s kin to me therefore dice’s not fb faire 
es Htlieri, and die were kin to me/be would be as faire a Fri- 
day as Helten , is on 5 unday, but w hat I ? I care not and fhee 
were a black eamote, tis all one to rnte. 

7 roy. Say i diffis not faire? 

P.:n. 1 do not care whetht r you do or no, die’s a foolc to 
ftay behinde her father let her to the Greckes, and fo lie tell 
her the next time I fee her for my part lletncddlenor make 
no more ith’matter. 

Tray. Vandarus. Van. Not I. 

T roy. Sweete Vandarus. 

Van. Pray you fpeake no more to mee I will leauc all as I 
found it and there an end. Exit: 

Sound alarum. 

Troy. Peace you vn °racious clamors, pcacerude founds, 
Fooles on both (\des>Helleu mull needes be faire. 

When with your bloud you daylie painc her thus, 

I cannot fight vpon this argument: 

It is roo ftaru’d a fubiedf for my fword. 

But Vandarus : O gods 1 how do you plague me 
I cannot comet© CreJJld but by P andar t 
And he’s as teachy to be wood to woe, 

As die -is ftubborne,chaft,againft all fuite. 

Tel! me \Apollo for thy Dapbues'louc \ • 

What is,whatPW<ir,and what we: < 

Her bed is India there’die lies, a pearle, 

Betweene our Ilium, and wherefbee reides 
Let it be cald the wild and wandring flood: - 
Our felfe the Marchant,and thisfayling Vandar^ 

Our doubtfull hope.our conuoy and our barkc. 

Alarum Enter t/£neas, 

*s£ne. How now prince Tr^/ WjW herefore not afield, 

Troy, Bccaufc not there;this womans anfwer forts - 
For womanidri t is to be from thence. 

What newes tA»eas fromthe field to day? 

That P*r/7 i returned heme and hurt, 

i roy . By whom zs£ve 4 i} 

Troylus by tJMtnelaus. 

A 3 T» 




v *7’ 


william shakespeare Troilus and Cressida (stc 22332) London, 1609 the British library (C.34.k.6i) Octavo 




